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PREFACE 

The fondness of the Author for painting the old- 
fashioned Negro of Quality^ has had the effect^ naturally^ 
of attracting to her much that \& interesting concerning that 
rapidly vanishing type« 

Besides the living models many a picture of a dead 
dark face has been brought to her by the old Master himself^ 
who, over it, would grow garrulous of the Past, and whose 
stories helped make the ^ atmosphere^ from which this 
book is drawn* 

Those old story-tellers themselves are her only certain 
readers* To them some of these faces will be familiar and 
beloved, and to them all of these songs will be ^Sounds 
from Home*'^ 



— HuntsviUe, Alabama* 



MotljGi' dnd Mamm^, 



t^^Jr^fSr^ 



4^MONG the ranks of shining saints 
Dissfuised in heavenly splendor^ 
Two Mother -faces wait for me. 
Familiar stxll^ and tender* 



One face shines whiter than the dawn. 
And steadfast as a star; 
None hut my Mother's face could shine 
So bright — ^and be so far I 



The other dark one leans from heaven. 
Brooding: still to calm me; 
Black as if ebon Rest had found 
Its imagfe in my Mammy! 



fpljG ©Id Boatman. 

{CHANGED my namct when I got ittCf 
To ^Mister '^ like ic tes% 
But now dat I am gfoin' Home, 
I likes de 6P name bes^ 



Sweet voices callin' ^ Uncle Rome^' 
Seem ringin^ in my ears; 
An' swearing sort o' sociable^ 
OP Master's voice I hears^ 



De way he used to call his tx>at^ 
Across de river: ^Romel 
You damn 6P nigger^ come an' brings 
Dat tx>at^ an' row me home!" 



He's passed Heaven's River now^ an' soon 
He'll call across its foam: 
^You^ Rome^ you damn oV nigger^ loose 
Your tx>at» an' come on Home!" 



<£Aunf ^ud^ and tlje Painfef. 

I CATTT allow my picture took 
* Dc way you wants to draw — 
A-Ieavin^ off my Freedom-look 
For fashions %re de war* 



YouM have my dress, you say^ ^fae plain^ 
Of dat dull quiet blue^ 
Dat caught from years of sun and rain^ 
Its tender faded hue*^ 



An' on my ^head a turban red 
Worn wid a stately gfrace — ^ 
**To harmonize — ^ I think you saidt 
^Wid my rich, dark brown face*^ 

No, Lord! my picture can't be caught 
By man wid no sich manners ; 
Dat^s 'zactly why de war was fougfht — 
To end dem same bandannas! 



.•? 



den I, 



ger sho% 



•/! 



)ve wid me; 
:n' tell hctf 
ps d^out being: shook 
>o mellerl^ 

.>ame, you talks too much 
c, 'bout Lizette: — 
•it'mens' mggct gwine gfet hurt 
that same gfal yet I 



ti 



rjOjtiO, me ? in love, an' wid Lizcttc ? 

Yoo better bTieve, I ain't ; 
No sassy gal like dat could gfive 
Dis rdgger heart-complaint. 

If Gord don't love her more den I, 
Den all I gfot to say 
hf dat her souPs in dangler sho% 
An' she had better pray I 

It's her, dat is in love wid me ; 
An' I jes' laugfhs an' tell her, 
De fruit dat draps d'out beingf shook 
Is sho' to be too mcllerl" 

But all de same, you talks too much 
To suit me, 'bout Lizette: — 
Some gfent'mcns' rdggct gwine get hurt 
About that same gfal yet I 



^fjG Banjo ef ffje Past. 

\ /OU ax about dat music made 

^ On banjos longf agfo^ 
An' wants to know why it ain't played 
By ni^^crs any mo\ 

Dem banjos b^ng^ed to by-gfone days 
When times an' chunes was rare. 
When we was g^ay as children — 'case^ 
We did'nt have a care« 



But when we got our freedom^ we 
Found projeckin' was done ; 
Our livin* was to make — you see. 
An' dat leF out de fun* 



We learned to vote an' read an' spellt 
We learned de taste ob tears — 
An' when you gfets dat 'sponsible^ 
De banjo disappears! 



'Pr 



possum ^ime. 



%j* J*»3* 



VHEN autumn skies are deeper blue 
Than any skies June ever knew; 
When frost has touched the meUov^ air 

Till yellow leaves fall everywhere; 
When wild gfrapes scent the winds with wine^ 

And ripe persimmons gfive the sign, 
Then Life seemed happy as a rhyme 
Because — its nearly ^Possom time! 



When fires roar on the cabin-hearth. 

And ovens bubbk low in mirth; 
When sweet potatoes slowly bake. 

And Mammy makes her best ash-cake; 
When Daddy climbs the ''jice'' and throws 

A string: of peppers down^ it shows^ 
That Life is happier than a rhyme. 

Because at last — its Tossum time I 



fp00 bafe. 



\/ES, Master, dafs jcs' what I think ;- 

' Dat Freedom is first-rate, 
I only means to say it came 
For some of us, too late I 



De days dat you call ** slavery days'' 
Seemed hai>py ones, you see, 
Becase I was so youngs an g^ay 
An' Dinah was wid me* 



But jes' as Freedom come alongf 
My Dinah up an' died; 
An' I gfot ol' an' could'nt learn 
De new ways, dough I tried« 



So when dey talks 'bout being free. 
An' I don't seem to heed 'em. 
You may jcs' know my heart's brimful. 
An' tears has drownded Freedom! 






qA Studio Dispute. 



IN vain my palette hearts a score^ 
^ Of browns, and yellows, too; 
In vain I ask of other eyes 
What is my modeFs hue? 



^^A glow from Afric sans'' I cry, 
^ Still lingfers in her face. 
And keeps a ligfht there, as if flame 
Shone througfh an amber vaseP 



A Poet near my easel thinks 
Her color-scheme was laid 
By that old Sing^er who once called 
A gfirl ^The Nut-Browne Mayde, 



ft 



Old Remus looks to where she sits. 
Posing: with half turned head. 
And says, ** You gfent'men bof is wrong, 
Dat gal is ginger-bread!'' 



<^ l^e^ret. 



r^AR^S always somethin^ wantin' 

In my joy at bein^ free, 
When I think ol' Master didn^t 
Live to share dat joy with me* 



Dem was migfhty hi^ plantations 
Dat he owned before de war^ 
An' he^ de kindes' master 
Dat darkies ever saw* 



But de care of dem was heavy^ 
Makin' him de slave^ not we — 
An* often I have heard him say 
He wished dat he was mel 



An' if he jes' was Iivin% 
He would have his wish, you see — 
Dem nigfgers couldn't own him now. 
An' Master would be free* 



Beaten Biscuit. 

f^F cotsrse PU gfladly give dc rule 

I meks f)eat-biscuit by^ 
Dougfh I ain't sure dat you will mek 
Dat bread de same as L 

'Case cookingf's like religfion is — 
Some's *Iected, an* some ain% 
An' rules don't no more mek a cook. 
Den sermons mek a Saint* 

Wellt 'bout de 'gfrediances required, 

I needn't mention dem, 

Of course you knows of flour an' things, 

How much to put, an' when; 

But soon as you is got dat dough 
Mixed up all smoove an' neat, 
Den*s when your genius gwine to show. 
To get them biscuit beat I 

Two hundred licks is what I gives 
For home-folks, never fewer. 
An' if I'm 'spectin' company in, 
I gives five hundred sure! 



<sA piai\fafi0r\ |+\;mn. 



p 



|AR down the West, still ^lows the Ii^ht 
Thotigfh elsewhere it i& nigfht* 
The fields are quiet as the stars. 
Save some one at the bars 
Whose full heart quivering: to the brinv 
Flows over in a Hymn. 

It sends its strangfely solemn tide 

Of Hallelujahs, wide— 

Across the fields, and up as far 

As to the fartherest star. 

Till all the Southern nighf s in bloom 

With Song: 2Lnd Star-sown ^loom — 

And Fancy hears the Advent roll 

Througfh that old negfro's soul I 



dA Banjo §on|. 



^^^ ^^^ ^^^ 

F PLAYS de banjo better now 
^ Dan him dat taug^ht me^ do, 
Becase he plays for all de worP 
An* I yti plays — for You. 



He learns his chunes — ^I jes* lets down 
A banjo string: or two 
Into de deepes* of my heart. 
An* draws up chunes for You« 



Slowly dey comes swingin* up 
A quiverin* throug^h and throug^h. 
Till wid a rush of ting^lin* notes 
Dey reaches lig^ht — an* You* 



I never knows if dey will shine 
Wet wid tears or dew; 
I only knows dat dew or tears 
Dey shine becase of You* 



^Ije Borrowed (^Jjild. 

J^l Y chile? Loird no^ she^s none x/ mine 
« A She's des one I have tried 
To put in place of Anna Jane — 
My little one what died* 

Dats longf agp; no one but me 
Knows even whar she liest 
But in her place Fve always kept 
A borrowed chile^ her size* 

As soon as it outgfrows my chile* 
I lets it ^Of rigfht straigfht — 
An' takes another in its place 
To match dat Heabenly mate* 

It's took a sigfht o' chillun^ sho% 
To ease dat dull oP pain^ 
An' keep de pretty likeness fresh 
Of my dead Anna Jane* 

Der's more den forty years^ you see> 
Since she has been in Heaben^ 
But wid de ang^els years don't count — 
So she's still only seben* 

Time treats 'em all up dere, des lak 
It do white ladies here — 
It teches 'em so ligfht — one's still 
A gait at forty year I 



/phe DeOil's (§arder\. 



j^fj^f^f 



/^N Master^s oP plantation where 

I lived before de war^ 
A field called ^ Devil's Garden*' was 
De worst you ever saw* 



De work rigfht dere it war so hard 
We knew de Devil made it; 
And often found a hoof-track dere 
Where he had been an' laid it* 



When Freedom came I wanted ease 
So off from dere I put ; 
But somehow every job Pve tried 
Has showed the cloven-foot I 



